
TheT raged} e of Richard IX. of 

Say 'Clfford,doQ&o & know who fpeakes to thee f 
Darke cloudie death orefliadcs his beames oflife,' 

Andhe nor lees not hcarcs vs what wefay* - 
Rick Oh would he dul,andfo perhaps he doth* 

And tis his poJiicic in the time ofdeath. 

He might auoyde mch bitter ftorfnes as he • < . f 

In his houre of deaihdid giue vnto our father,; 

Geor. Richard, if thou thinkefl fo,vex him with eger words© . 
Rich . Clifford , aske incrcie,and obtainc no grace. 

Ed\\>. Clifford, repent in bootlcffe penitence. 

War . Clifford , deuilc excufes for thy fault* 

( jeorge . Whilft we deuife fell rortures for thy fault. 

Rich. Thou pittiedfl Yorke , and I am fonne toYorke. 
£c/n\Thou pictiedft Rutland , and i will pitcie thee. 

(jeorg. Where’s captainc Margaret to fence you now? 

War . T hey mocke thee Clifford jfweare as thou waft wont. 
Rich. What not an oatH?Nay then,rknow heeVdead,.. i 
Tis hard, when Clifford cannot foord his friend an oath* . 

By this,l know hee’s dead;and by my foule, 

Would this right hand buy but an howerslife, 

That I in all contempt might raile at him.- • ' m '\- 

]de cut it cff,and with die ilfuing blood. 

Stifle the villaine, whole inftanchcd tfoirff, 

Y&kfi and young Rutland could nor fatisfic. 

War. I,but he is dead; off with the tray tors head,' 

And reare it in the place your fathers ftandcs.. 

And now to London with triumphant march, .•*! . _ .•••■’ ; T* 
There to be trowned Eni lands law full King; 

From thence fhall WarWicke croiTe the feasto Frtiime^ 

And a^ke the Ladic ‘Bojia fox thy Queenc; 

So fhalc thou Anew both thefe Landes togither: 

And hauing F?aunce rhy friend,; ho u needff not dread. 

The Mattered foe 3 that hopes to rife agatoev 
And though they cannot greatly ffingtohurr, 

'Yet looke to haue thembufie, to offend thine eares. 

Firff lie fee the coronation done, 

Asd aftcrwardlle crolfe the feasto Erauncc, 

To efifed this marriage, ific pleafe my Lord/ 

Edvfty 




Torkc^nd Henric thefixt. 

Edw. Euen as thou wilt, good Wanvicke let tt be: 

s ’ 1 ' 1 th " with ,he 

Rich. Let me be Duke of Clarence-, George ofCjlofter. 

For Glofters Dukedome is too ominous. 

War. Tufh,thats a childilh obferuation. 

Rkbard be Duke of Glofter. Now to London, 

To fee thefe honors in poffesfion. Exeunt omnes. 

Enter t\»o Keefers with boW and arro\\>cs. 

Keeper. Come, lets take our Ihndes vpon this hill, 

And by and by the Dette will come this way: 

But ftav, here comes a manners liffen him awhile. 

Enter King Henrie difguifde . 

Hen. From Scotland am I ftolnc euen of pure Iouc, . 

And thus difguifde, to greet my rnitiue land. 

No, Henrie no, It is no land of thine, 

No bending knee will call thee Cafar now, 

No humble futers fues to thee for right : 

For how canff thou helpe them,and not thy felfe? 

Keeper. I marry fir,here is a Deere, his skin is a Keepers fee. 
Sirra (land clofe; for as 1 thinke, this is the King, 

King Edward hath depofde. 

Hen. My Quccne & fonne, poorc foules^re gone to France* 
And(as I hearcjthe great commaundmg Warwick 
To intreate a marriage with the Lady Bona: 

If this be true, poore Queeneand Sonne, 

Your labour is but fpenc in vaine: 

For Lewis is a Prince foonc wonne with vvordcs* 

A rid Warwick? is a fubtill Orator % 

Helaughes and fayes,his Edward is inftalde. 

She weepes, and fayes,her Henrie is depofde: 

He on his right hand, asking a wife for Edward; 

She on his left fidc,crauing ayde for Henrie . 

Heeper. What art thou that talkes of Kings and Queenes? 
Hen. More then I feemej for lclTe I fliould not be, 
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